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well-beloved. Ah! to breathe your hair, to hold youi hand, to strain you in my arms ! that's where my courage comes from. I have friends here who are stupefied at the fierce will I am displaying at this moment. Ah! they don't know my darling [ma ww'e], my soft darling, her, whose mere sight robs pain of its stings ! Yes, Parisina and her lover must have died without feeling the axe, as they thought of one another!
A kiss, my angel of earth, a kiss tasted slowly. Adieu. The nightingale has sung too long; I am allured to write to you, and Eugenie Grandet scolds.
Saturday, 12, midday.
The protocols are exchanged, our reflections made, tomorrow the signature. But to-morrow all may be changed. I have scarcely done anything to '' Euge"nie Grandet" and the " Aveutures d'une ide'e." There are moments when the imagination jolts and will not go on. And then, " I/Europe litte'raire " has not come. I am too proud to set foot there because they have behaved so ill to me. So, since my return I am without money. I wait. They ought to have come yesterday to explain matters; they did not. They ought to come to-day. At this moment the price of "Eugenie G-randet" is a great sum for me. So here I am, rebeginning my trade of anguish. Never shall I cease to resemble Raphael in his garret; I still have a year before me to enjoy my last poverty, to have noble, hidden prides.
I am a little fatigued; but the pain in my side has yielded to quiet sitting in my arm-chair, to that constant, tranquillity of the body which makes a monk of me.
For the time being, my fancies are calmed; when there is famine in the house I don't think of my desires. My silver chafing-dishes are melted up. I don't mind that. No more dinners in October. But I enjoy so much in thought the things I have not, and these desires make